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this peculiar to this countryside. On the grassy slopes, many grayish
white stems, probably of asphodels; but not the racemosa of the south-
ern moors.
Tangier, 8 May
I asked to be awakened at seven o'clock, but at five thirty make up
my mind to sleep no more. One would be happy to set out ahead at
once, ready to let oneself be caught up with later on by the others or
picked up by the coach. . . . But it is a question of taking a train that
does not leave until nine thirty and does not stop for passengers on the
way. That is the whole story. Thanks to which one can go much farther
with the mass than one would have gone as an individualist, even
leaving much earlier and walking more briskly.
On the way to Fez
Sala de espera.22 What a beautiful language that confuses waiting
and hope!
What has been will be. Humanity cannot (without God) get out of
its miserable condition, they say. This assertion is a part of their confi-
dence in God.
Everything that is not the cathedral, they claim, is necessarily called
upon to become a Tower of Babel. Their hopes desert this life to in-
habit future life. Domain of Faith. Uncheckable assertions. Unverifi-
able Verity. . . .
Cuverville, 6 June
I am making a great effort to get back to my book, to draw my
Genevidve from lethargy. . . . Have I no further creative power in
me? Or rather can I no longer become attached to my fiction? It no
longer interests me; my mind is constantly leaving it. The novels of
others do not hold me any more, and even of Mauriac's I have not been
able to read more than fifty pages. . . .2S How can one still write nov-
els when our old world is crumbling around us, when something un-
known is being formulated for which I am waiting, for which I am
hoping, and which with all my attention I am observing as it slowly
takes shape?
Darmstadt, June
No, I do not have to regret the more or less incongruous jokes that
stud my CEdipe, but rather the program preface in which I seem to
attach special importance to them. I had written that preface specifi-
cally for the Antwerp public and at the express request of Pitoeff, who
22  'Waiting-room" in Spanish.
23  Probably Le Ncsud de vip&res (Vipers' Tangle), which first appeared
in 1932.